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stab or kill any one that might be offensive to me.
As I was alone and no one near, I began to fear,
thinking, perhaps, he had come to stab me; but I
had not offended any one, nor was I making love to
the nymph of another, nor had I any enemy whom
I wished to be killed on my account. This is the
only instance of an assassin offering his services to
me during my life in Rome.
The streets of Rome are nearly empty of the
natives at an early hour in the evening.    One night
a friend of mine, a Roman painter of merit, told me
that he was going to his home along the Corso
about   twelve   o'clock,   when   his   attention  was
arrested by a faint voice crying for help ; he saw a
man lying full length in the middle of the street,
and he instantly went up to him, and the man said,
" I am stabbed and I cannot move;" he was faint
from loss of blood, and was afraid that if a carriage
passed it might run over him; " Pray, Signore, to
drag me to the footpath."    My friend instantly
took hold of his ankles and dragged him on the side
path, then walked off as quick as possible.    " Why
did you leave him so ?" said I.    He then explained
that if he had been seen with the wounded man,
and that if he should expire there, he would be
arrested, and probably kept a considerable time to
be examined;  to  avoid  such an annoyance he
instantly fled,
I will now return to my own works.   First I